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is one of the most touching love stories of that
troubled era.
Lucile's father — a prosperous bourgeois — would
not consent to the marriage until the young man was
comparatively well established as the editor of a rather
successful weekly, The devolutions of'Paris and of Brabant.
It never reached the circulation of some of its com-
petitors, for the general public could hardly appreciate
the goblet of tart wine he placed before it; but he did
well enough and was counted among the leading
journalists. Frequently, however, he was in difficulties,
for the mischievous sprite of a man could not help
poking fan at friend and foe alike.
Towards one man, however, he was invariably
respectful; that man was Robespierre. He usually spoke
of him as "my dear Robespierre", or employed super-
latives like "our Aristides", "our Demosthenes", "our
Cato", or even "Virtue Incarnate", but through it all
one senses that he stood a little in awe of him. Once he
put a witticism in Robespierre's mouth of which the
latter was quite innocent, and Robespierre called him to
account rather sharply, addressing him in the letter as
"monsieur" and demanding a retraction. Desmoulins
felt hurt and wrote: "You are in the right, but you
might at least greet an old comrade with a slight nod of
the head. However, I love you anyway, for you are
loyal to principles, if not to friendship." Part of
the last sentence might well stand as Robespierre's
epitaph.
Robespierre, however, was fond of Desmoulins, as
far as his absorption with ideas permitted him to be
fond of anybody. After Desmoulins' marriage, he occa-
sionally visited at his house, and when a son was bom
to the young couple, the cold, austere man used to like
to take the little fellow on his knee and play with him.
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